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Spring John Buckley 


Today is the first day of spring, 
the windows are stricken with sun. 
Like ducks in a row 

my clean shoes 

are lined up in the closet. 

I wish I was crazy again. 
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Goyescas Fred Rothchild 


Trumpets and drums 

and the banshee’s wail, 
and the crowd on the roof, 
thick as devils — 


fetch a chair 

for the riddler, 

the jokester, the 
bridegroom, one each 
for the bride and the 
lost, wailing child. 


Now belief’s in 

fat season. Hear 

the shriek of the 
banshee, fear 

the stampede of devils 
in their crowd 

on the roof. 


Clutch a lily 

in this hand, 

a lily in that, 

now dance with the 
lost, wailing child. 


Dance to the trumpet, 
or dance to the drum. 
The jokester 

will lie with the 
groom and the bride. 


While the child 

and the banshee, 

the crowd on the roof, 
spread their wings, 
set their sails 

towards the black 
flames of night. 
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Ghost Fred Rothchild 


How gravely the ghost 
ups his hat as he passes — 
how gravely. 


“Good day to you, sir,” 
are his words as he passes, 
“Good day, sir.” 


“What days have I left?” 
I make bold then to ask him, 
““What days left?” 


“Whatever they are, 
you must use them right wisely, 
right wisely.” 


“And how shall I know 
that my judgment is just? 
Pray, how know?” 


“Too late will you know — 
thus all men at all times, 
too late.” 


How gravely the ghost 


tips his hat as he passes — 
how gravely. 
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The Wild Wanton Ways of Young 
Tom Trouble or The Alley Cat Kid Pat Guerin 


Our youngest — Jake 
sneaks out at night 
without our leave 
mingles with teenagers 
runs with gangs - 
slashes shoulders 
with savage switchblades 
shocks the neighborhood 
wears the colors 
— red collar, green tag 
that matches his 
no-longer innocent eyes. 


Even the telling silver bell 

does not prevent his 

dallying with birds 
He swaggers home at dawn 

with trophy - 

slit ear, lagging leg 
Slips in the window 
Lies exhausted at bed foot 
Refuses to reveal where he’s been 
Sleeps all day 
— unrepentant. 
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Apart from You Trask Bergerson 


In town we go our separate ways 
but do not talk or tell 


You groin, go up the adult alley and appease your lust 

Me and mind will be watching the people passing by 

You mouth, take Gut and get a sandwich 

Me and Id will be shoplifting sneakers at the mall 

You fingers, find a guitar to play away the time 

Me and heart are following each other hoping to fall in the 
ditch and find true love 

You eyes, go spy some darker glasses to better hide 

Me and soul will be praying for all of You at the steeple 
You lungs go buy smoke from Jamaican man on Haight St. 
Me and hair are going to the Head Shed to get cut 

You skin go tan yourself to attract a cancerous growth 


God forbid anyone ask 


Me and You will stick to the same story 
We've only been to town. 
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Angels Drew Pisarra 


The angels are lounging. 

The thinnest veneer of sweat 

makes their bodies glisten. 

They’re promising salvation 

to those who dare to listen 

to siren songs created to tantalize. 

Here is a heavenly feast for the eyes. 
Angels have faces like pugilists 

with flattened noses, swelling lips. 
Angels have bodies like adolescent 
wrestlers with broad shoulders 

and girlish hips. 

The pendulous swings between their thighs 
as if to mock eternal time 

with its swinging. 

Listen! the angels are singing. 

What starts as a vocal caress 

becomes a molestation, 

as angelic hands and feet engage 

in a circular, cyclic motion, 

designed to fire the basest emotions. 
What once was the strongest desire 
begins to scare 

as resistance in all its forms 

is severed and burned. 

The parts that acquiesce are reborn. 
The angels nail with pelvic thrusts, 

as if this were the pain of Christ to bear, 
this kiss of the heavenly host. 

The rapture maddens, joy crosses 

the threshold of pain when the most 

of everything wanted is everything gained. 
Blood runs nowhere, everything is aflame. 
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Fool Moon Paul Barrett 


Tucked beneath the bird’s wing, 
Deep inside the seed of Dreaming, 
There’s this Entity, created 


Long and when beyond perception’s 
Thresholds pale and yielding, 

Black hole dense. Here, 

The nucleus, pulsing potent, 

Patient in rhythmic flux. 


Few thoughts unthought, 
But many visions unbeheld, 
And wings unflown, and 
Fires unburned, unsanctified 
By dancers in the 

Flickering wall surrounding. 


Now here’s the foolish, 
Lycanthropic Moon, 
Still mooning me...especially. 


And Gypsy wagons camp 


With violins at night 
Inside my hollow skull. 


RAIN 1996 


Night Blessing Donna K. Wright 


In the deepest hour of night 
I unaware am blessed - - beatified 
By light through midnight sky. 


In my dark bed, toes seeking the warm, 
I am, of the sudden, illuminated! 
Sodden clouds split, revealing 


The mountained face of Moon, 
Splendid, benign, cratered in silence, 
A benediction on my sleeping face. 


Cool, blue, liquid air, veil of night, 
Solidifies again, draws the velvet shade 
Across the holy Countenance, 


Hiding, for the nonce, the Huntress’ eye, 
Aloof and distant, Mistress of her own 
Counsel, chill and winking in the mist. 


Her flood for now is stemmed; the drench 
Of light is scotched; the ragged 
Rent in night’s dark fabric, whole. 


Unawake, I am relinquished to the dark. 


The pang of unremembered Grace 
Stirs in me, and I sleep, sanctified. 
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It's a warm summer night Lyman Cornish 


It’s a warm summer night 
up on the mountain 

just beneath the sky 

the thirty-seven chev 
blankets and grass 

a sea of foxgloves 
nighthawks swooshing 
bats zig-zagging 

stars beyond count 

the moon within a touch 
youth and unlearned fire 
up on the mountain lying with you 


When one’s youth is gone 
and one’s time is flying by 
they say you can’t go back 
that it’s lost forever 


Why 


It’s a warm summer night 
up on the mountain 
blankets and grass 

a sea of foxgloves 

the nighthawks are silent 
bats are zig-zagging 
there's more stars than ever 
the moon seems closer 
our bodies are worn 

our love is warmer 

more learned 

up on the mountain 

just beneath the sky 

lying here with you 
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Howling Dog Moon David Campiche 


On the evening Cal Ripken 

Broke baseball and Lou Gehrig’s 

Consecutive games record, 

I picked bull rushes with John Joseph 

In knee-deep mud, mired in Young’s Bay 

- picked bull rushes 

Beside and under a freeway, 

Galloping along unsure 

Of its true destination 

- picked bull rushes as faces 

From autos leaned down and found me askance. God, 
The questions they asked. Only John knew his purpose: 
Bring reeds to Grass Dancer, the old Makah woman, 
Weaver of grass mats. 


The sky had smolted lavender and gray, 
As if winter waited 

Lean and wizened on the flank, 

An army of gray, a jihad of gray. 


Howling Dog Moon, he said 

As a full moon 

Doused the landscape with glitter, 
Flounced shards of light across 
Broken wave tops, jittering 

Like Monet brushstrokes. 
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Late that night I woke to silence. The 
Vanilla moon was full. I caught the face 


And wondered, salmon or shark? Visioned the ringed black eyes 


Of the swimmers. I 

Made a choice: silverside. Remembered John bent doubie 
His rotund belly hunkering 

Inches above the mud. His pony tail 

Ebony going silver. His 

Face happy. His 

Eyes far. 


Above, the modern world 
Slid by, wheels spinning, 
Anointed with speed 


Sharks, I thought, 
Waiting 
For 


The 
Moon. 
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Ode to Lionel Atwell Allen Mueller 


Old, logy and gin-blossomed, 

Lionel Atwell pushes through a few tired scenes 
in a cheap B-movie on late night television, 
like he knows I’m watching him. 


Like he knows I know the whole sordid story— 
the sex scandal, 

the rumour mills, 

the underage starlets in sleazy hotels— 


and what’s worse, 

that the old theaters 

those palaces 

have been razed— 

shaved down, split up, paved over and 
snowed under 

by an all-consuming love of convenience. 


But, god I love him, he just goes on and on— 
walks through a doorway 

like the plot matters— 

like a man who hasn’t been edited, 

like he doesn’t care he’s sandwiched between 
dog-food and Wonderbread 

commercials. 


As if it didn’t matter he’s on a little 8” shitbox 
bowing the legs of a plastic table, 

with a Jimi poster behind him 

and acrazed vase of faded flowers 

hovering over his head. 


No, he just acts on with perfect equanimity, 

as if still bigger than life, 

entertaining thousands in sumptuous splendour 
instead of one drunk, on his own, 

in a tiny rented room on State Street. 
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The Singer A. F. Draper 


I wear rags to keep the sun off my flesh, 
The color of fish, 
Lest maggots breed. 


I rat-scratch in the garbage of alleys 
And hoist my booty in one high hump, 
Fastened by a rotten strap. 


I tread through siren-sounding nights; 
I pick my way carefully among red flashers. 
I clot on the mouth of wine. 


Come sweet sleep. 

Come gentle Orpheus. 

Nor yesterdays of rain 
Disturb my visionary singing. 


The Sleeping Infant A, F. Draper 


The sorcerer’s face is covered. 
He reaches toward the sleeping child. 
He lifts the child and draws her to him. 


She sighs but does not wake. 
Winds blow over the valley. 
The village sleeps. The fire dies. The room is cold. 


He whispers sorcerer words 

To the heedless child, sorcerer words 

For birth, for journey, for death. 

He whispers of broken continents, 

And exhalations of ancient rivers and bone dry forests; 
He whispers shapeless consonants of sorcerer incantations 


Which stir sleeping infants toward their own unwritten chronicles. 
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Claire Beth Milander 


She smells like the earth, 

he said. 

She has fur on her ears, 

her back, her arms. 

She has long, skinny fingers, 
opposable big toes, like chimps’. 

She has huge dark eyes that 

look three hundred years old. 

She has your knit brow, he said, 

and your butt crack, he laughed. 

She looks like a bear, I said, 

so strong and solid. 

She knew how to nurse right away. 

She knows what to do, I said. 

She came out into the warm, dark room 
and looked around, 

looked right at us, deep into our eyes. 
She’s looking at you, at me, I said, 

like she knows us, 

like she always knew us. 

She is a very wise woman, 

a goddess, 

a litule bear, 

an elfin creature whose pug little nose and poofy cheeks 
crawled out of the amaryllis petals the night of her birth. 
She is fire and water and light. 

She smells like the blood of her birth, 
feels warm like it, 

melting butter on velvet-soft nape of neck, 
soft, furry little brown head to caress. 
She is the earth 

and all that is good about it. 
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Training Raspberries Kathi Christensen 


The first sun after the flood draws me 
I walk to the garden to survey the chores 


The brisk cool breeze of the morning awakens my face 
Exhilaration holds me from thoughts of the warm house 


The ground is still damp but firm 
The water from the storm left first from the hillside 


Some can stil follow the wire from last year 
Others shoot straight into the February morming 


The skeleton of birch leaves cling flat to the dark earth 
Crisp grocery-bag-brown maple leaves curl and crunch underfoot 
or tumble aside 


The taupe canes blend with the monochromatic scheme of the 
garden 

Shorter canes weave in with the others to follow the pattern 

Up the post along the top wire down the end and back on the 

bottom wire 


Long loops of braided cane 

No color of life except an occasional plump bud 
Straining to warm and burst open 

No thoms no leaves no berries 

Plain canes with the memory of harvest 

The hope of July 
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Long after dark Virginia. L. Callahan 


I back the truck up an abandoned logging spur. 

My favorite place. 

Kill the engine and hear the creek giggle. 

Dive from the anesthetic microclimate. 

Shock of cold 

Drink of mountain air. 

Walking, 

I am suddenly small. 

Wide shaggy firs slumbering overhead pass slowly. 

My steps sound far away, farther than the river down the valley. 

Stars feel close. 

Glowing mountain crags rim the sky the way they always do from 
here, 

Reassuring; 

Here, the world does not revolve around mankind. 

Silhouettes of tender hemlocks droop beside the trail. 

Trail levels. Footsteps halt. 

I lift my face to the black trees, the silver mountains, and the stars. 

Look and breathe. Breathe and look, 

turning in slow pirouettes, 

thirsting comprehension. 

These arms, extensions of the mystery within me 

which I feel but do not understand 

offer themselves to the universe. 

They hold me aloft. I am soaring. 

I hear laughter, my own laughter. A free and happy howl 

dissolves into the chuckle of the distant river. 

My face is wet with tears I do not wipe away. 
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Small Town at Evening Rae Marie Zimmerling 


I love the brown houses with 
blue doors 
and window trim, 
the sound and smell of sea... 
Smoke spices the air. 
A warm wind lifts the heads 
of early roses. 
All I have longed for 
or found in dreams 
moves, unmoving down these streets 
like a tired traveler 
come home just before night 
and lamp light. 


Jelly ina Jar June Stromberg 


Grandma’s hands 
that squeezed juice from 
the pulp were stained the 

color of ripe grapes, the sweet 
smell of purple swirled through 
the house filling all the corners 
reminding me that the jelly was 
ready to be poured into jars and 

stored in the cellar for winter 

spreading on fresh 
warm bread. 
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Nurse Donna K. Wright 


Not the mother, she lies recumbent on green sheets, legs 
spread by some ancient split, somnolent in winter douse 
and serene in dappling summer shade, long limbs 
outstretched in effortless labor, giving birth to nations. 


Great fecund hips open into wide, cabled thighs; 
tapered ankles point to upturned toes; stout trunk 
narrows in the distance; deep hollowed ribs 

embrace lines of perspective; bowed empty arms reach. 


What mayhem here, what havoc broke the stem, stopped 

the wild surge that powered the great nodding head? 

What wind or bolt tore this warm green heart asunder? 

Once erect dominion now surrendered, supine in the fundament. 


At first the seasons of dying ground slow, the tiny 
atomies of decay working at the slaughter, the drench 
absorbed by loosening fiber, the bright, rushing air 
lost now to intimate communion with the solid earth. 


Airborne, the spore of molds and fungi plenish 

dead wood with slimes and shelves and cupsful of growth; 
succulent mushrooms, earth tongues, dead man’s fingers 
point to stinkhorn, death’s cap, destroying angels. 


The pioneering lichens next: shield and horsehair, 
lung and old man’s beard, map, script, fan, and star; 
the wort and moss insinuate a saturated carpet, send 
filamentous lifelines to exhort communal verdure. 


20 RAIN 1996 


Ferns lift uncurling fronds from infant soil to sunlight; 
fiddleheads bend to the pulse of root-born power, 
sword and bracken, lady finger and maidenhair dress 
the matron in a somber lace. The grave of ferns is soil. 


The hour of its ascendancy at hand, the gymnosperm at last 
takes hold, strong fist of root clenching soil. Naked seed 
fires naked sprout exultant through the damp debris 

of life come and gone before it, and the hemlock rises. 


Not the mother, she lies recumbent on green sheets, legs 
spread by some ancient split, somnolent in winter douse 
and serene in dappling summer shade, long limbs 
outstretched in effortless labor, giving birth to nations. 
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I was born to a saw miller Lyman Cornish 


I was born to a saw miller 

he cussed never drank much 

he worked hard 

he was kind, maybe not always gentle 
he liked words 

he loved beauty 

I loved him 

I miss him 

he was the best 


I grew with the beautiful sounds 

of giant logs being sawed 

hard working ingenious men from everywhere 
the blacksmith’s forge 

the constant stream of long beautiful boards 
the smells and sawdust of those old mills 


My uncles were loggers 
they cussed and drank 
they were rough and tough 
hardworking 

kind and gentle 

they were the best 

I loved them 

I miss them 


Through them I met the forest 

I felt the giant firs crash to the ground 

I watched machines pull logs no matter how big 

I rode steam locomotives from the mountains to the mills 
I saw and felt that which is no more 


When I was old enough 

I went to the hill sides 

I worked with machines that made mountains shake 
men that did the impossible every day 

we cut trees so big some had three houses in them 
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to be with nature and wildlife 
to help the sun rise and set 
and on those hillsides 


I was always just beneath the sky 


through the years 

I’ve farmed 

cut boards 

fished Salmon and giant Halibut in Alaska 
ran on many hillsides 
made a few dollars 

been broke 

sold paintings and antiques 
leamed to cook 

did some drawings 

wrote some words 

felt the softest love 

I sull have much to do 

I always focus on now 

I travel a crazy path 


when I die 

I will return to the hillsides 

I will smell of Hemlock Old Firs and Cedar 
my pockets half-filled with sawdust 
my body covered with sweat 

and every day after work 

my heart happy and full of softness 
I will run down the hill 

to a little stream in the forest 

I will build our cabin 

and wait for you 

and when you come to be with me 

I will love you for all eternity 

I touch the rose 
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Pascal's Choices Tracy K. Bergerson 


he lives for the wager, 

my mother’s other lover 

he applies to faith for benefits. 
don’t you believe in your hope? 


in perpetual voluntary devotion 
cuts trees 

and counts their rings 

to see if they know certainty 


and finds no hope 
in their volcano circles 
building finality, 


solo mission, 


even the leaves in the trees 
rustle mother’s name 
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Between Twinkling Water and the Throne Trask Bergerson 


Dad was a guide at heart 

A Dniftboat, Steelhead King 

Tying bloodknots in the pre-Halloween rain 

Happy to make the pearly teeth of the executives Spin and Glow 
He spawned out their city and ate the caviar 

They nursed Thermos coffee laced with hatchery booze 
He hooked them on country lines in outback riffles 

Dad blames himself for the rapture 

The runs are no longer strong 

But they all return with weak hens to spawn 

Hiding their nest eggs under our rapids 

Returning with new storms 

To flood the secret creeks 

With privileged yellow gates and a fun house on our hill 
Now he snags with weighted trouble hooks 

And every fourth Friday 

Lures them into His hidden eddies 

And at the bank's edge he guts them for fun 
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Meditation on Cream Patrick Vala-Haynes 


When my daddy comes in 
fresh from the barn 
with a moo on his lips 
While he’s washing his hands 
and the soap slop slops 
between his red fingers 
I climb up on the table 
and slip my nose 
into the silver bucket 
And wait for the cream to rise 
white on white 
and smelling of mama’s mouth 
Hoping my sister doesn’t sashay in 
and drop a black hair 
in the milk — Cream Spoiler! 
With her witchy grin and cackle, too 
“Oh don’t get huffy 
litle brother! You watch, 
Even gnats rise to the top.” 
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The Tree in the Backyard John Buckley 


The morning brightness 
lighting the capacious mind 
of the plump old maple tree 
in the backyard 

just about my age 

and your seriousness 

is the first thing we see 

of the world outside our home 
and one of the very last things 
we hear sounds from at night. 


The intense physical attraction 

of our bodies for the world’s body 
with its mantle of clouds 

and restless fables, 

the bright planet floating in the dark 
toward the good fortune of another view 
of that tree in the moming 

reveals one of law’s fierce laws 

and love’s best gift. 

We cannot escape ourselves. 

We don’t want to. 
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Crows James Dott 


The predawn quiet’s cut 

by the caws of crows 

crowding into an alder. 

They converse loudly and then fly off. 
Bright black chips of obsidian, 

calling sharply one to another, 
together to the sun. 


At dusk they come again, 

alone, in groups, to fill the alder 
with sharp crowing. 

Rising and settling, shifting from 
branch to branch. 

Calling all the while. 


What do all their raucous voices say? 

Do they share the news of the day? 

What they ate, or saw, or how 

three caught and rode the wind for miles 
without flapping, 

how two chased a young red-tail just for sport, 
or that one is warning of a storm to come. 


Then, their telling done, 

they begin to depart, 

in quiet twos and threes. 

Unul 

just one remains 

silent, still, 

perched on the highest branch. 
When the last color fades from the sky 
this one too takes flight. 
Lifting quietly from the alder 
it wings west, 

drawing the darkness 

behind. 


RAIN 1996 





29 


RAIN 1996 


The Accidental Universe 


Carefully constructed 
in concentric rings 
then tied together 
and hung between 
two branches, 

now leafless 

in the late autumn, 
the web has captured 
last night’s dew 
drop by drop. 

A lazy morning sun 
breaks the ridge 

and suddenly each 
drop explodes 

into a tiny star. 

Just beyond its 
accidental universe, 
the spider waits 

in dark foliage. 


Russ Hunter 
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Afternoon at Minsky’s Trish Garrett 


By the time he finished the bow] of oatmeal that Ma thumped 
down in front of him, Tim was late. He grabbed his school books and 
fled from the apartment, down the narrow stairwell and out onto the 
stoop. Already, the street was teeming with activity. A delivery wagon 
rumbled by with half a dozen dogs noisily harrying the hooves of the 
massive dray horses. With a glance up at his building, Tim headed up 
the street. There was just enough time to join Tony and sneak back 
down to school. 

Overhead, a reedy voice cut through the air. “Sonny, get 
yourself to school and stay off that stinking block!" 

Tim cringed, and ducked around a flat wagon covered with 
garbage barrels and continued up the street as fast as his skinny legs 
would carry him. He and Tony had perfected this routine with great 
skill and speed. Leave the fringe of the Italian streets and cut through 
the alley of the Jews; then double back though the Irish district, past the 
street market and the freight barns of the Drayage Company, to arrive at 
the wide steps of St. James School just as the bell sounded. 

All the way, Carrie’s voice could be heard, following the boys 
with shnill threats as she hung precariously out of her kitchen window. 
“T’ll have Fader Colum on ya this time, ya little hooligans!” 

Carrie and Joe, with baby Mary Clair, had reluctantly left 
Ireland. Carrie often boasted to the neighbors, ‘““We went up the 
gangplank one step ahead of a British bayonet.” Tim was born two 
months after their arrival in America. 

Two years later Joe died from the lung disease he had man- 
aged to hide from the doctors on Ellis Island. It was another year 
before Joe’s brother, James, emigrated with Carrie’s younger sister, 
Bridget, and her husband. 

The time in between, while she had been alone with her 
babies, was the most miserable Carrie had ever known. She swore that 
no one in this cursed country would again dictate what she did, how she 
did it or how she would raise her own children. 

It was a great relief to the young Parish Priest when Carrie and 
James married. Father Colum was no longer the main target of the 
meddling, cantankerous little woman. When Rose was bom, Carrie 
seemed to settle down a little more. She doted on her new husband and 
beautiful baby and contented herself with small dominations of the 
Irish neighborhood around her. Father Colum could finally attend fully 
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to the rest of his multi-national community and the children it provided 
for the Parish school. 

As they scuttled down the dusty hall to class, Tony and Tim 
grinned at each other with satisfaction. They slipped into the classroom 
and sat, squirming in anticipation. 

When they met in the alley of the Jews last night, Tony had 
whispered with delight that his cousin, Nick, was breaking out in spots 
all over his chest and stomach. If the spots were still there in the 
morning, Nick would come to school, but wait to tell the teacher about 
them until the morning session was nearly over. That would give him 
the opportunity to be sent to the quarantine room to be pampered by 
Sister Marie. Father Colum would close the school immediately and 
send the students home with a disease warning to their parents. This 
would allow the rest of the afternoon for Tony to introduce Tim to a 
new adventure. 

It went exactly as planned. By mid-morning Nick’s spots had 
spread to his neck and face and his eyes were glazed with fever. When 
the students were released Tony and Tim slipped up the street to Tim’s 
building. Tony stood in the shadow of the stairwell while Tim tiptoed 
up to the hall outside the apartment. He found what he had expected. 
Despite the rags stuffed under the door, the distinctive odor wafted 
from the apartment into the hallway. 

Tim could hear Ma singing to Rosie. He could visualize her 
sitting next to the large tub in the kitchen, stirring with one hand and 
rocking the baby’s cradle with the other. The door would remain 
locked and stuffed until time for her eldest children to return from 
school. Tim stashed his books under the stairs and sped down to join 
Tony. 

The boys arrived in the narrow alley behind Minsky’s at the 
end of the noon hour. The workmen were finishing their lunches in the 
shade between the buildings, so the alley was nearly deserted. 

Tony crept up the stairs and cautiously opened the door into 
the back of the theater. He signaled to Tim, who followed him through 
the door and down a hall that led to the back of the stage. They 
whispered together as they got their bearings in the cavernous darkness. 
The back part of the building was a maze of stairs, ladders, catwalks 
and narrow halls. 

Tim followed breathlessly as Tony threaded his way to the tiny 
stairwell leading from the side of the stage to the balcony above the 
main seating area. Once they found a place near the railing wall of the 
balcony, they hunkered down and waited for the afternoon crowd to 
filter in. 
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Tim sat quivering with excitement. The show beginning on 
Stage could hardly compare with the show going on around him. Down 
on the dimly lighted stage, an odd assortment of girls danced clumsily 
and sang to the accompaniment of a tinny piano. The crowd shouted 
and stamped with enthusiasm. 

Directly below him, young men hawked refreshments across 
the main floor. A call from the balcony, a penny flashing through the 
air, to be deftly snatched up in flight, and a small box of peanuts or 
jujubees came spinning up in a high arc to land, magically, in the 
outstretched hand of the purchaser. Tim was enthralled. 

Then, for a few moments, the crowded theater was quiet as a 
plainly dressed young woman sang in a voice that sounded to Tim like 
a fine silver flute. He closed his eyes and let the lovely sound wash 
over him. He had never heard anything quite like it, not even in the 
moments when his mother was content enough to sing her lilting Irish 
tunes. 

With the next act the mood of the crowd changed. A rotund 
little man in a baggy, mismatched suit stood center stage and told awful 
jokes in a whiny voice. At the same time he tried to put a ratty-looking 
little dog through some simple stunts. Each time the dog failed, he sent 
it flying across the stage with a cruel kick. The little dog got up, 
staggered around and then came back, wagging its scrawny tail, to try 
again. 

Tony punched Tim on the arm. “Watch this,” he whispered. 

“Now it really gets good!” 

Tim had not noticed before that many of the men in the 
balcony had brought small, stained bags with them. The rowdier ones 
began to pull overripe vegetables and eggs from their pockets or the 
bags and took aim at the little man onstage. 

Tony and Tim giggled as the hysteria of the food throwing 
increased. The pompous theater manager scurried up and down the 
aisles, admonishing the crowd. The little man on stage danced around 
trying to continue his act without getting the sad-looking suit covered 
in goo. 

One man down the row stood up to take better aim. A fat, 
juicy tomato rolled from his bag and down to where the boys knelt. 
Tony picked it up, looked at Tim for a moment, then lobbed it out over 
the railing. 

Suddenly, a profound silence filled the small theater. Tim 
raised up enough to look out over the edge of the balcony. “Holy 
Mother of God,” he exclaimed. “Tony, you got the manager with that 
one!” 
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The boys were hauled out of the theater to the waiting hands 
of the constable. As they came across the lobby, Tim saw with dismay 
that the policeman was Aunt Biddy’s big husband, Harry. 

“You are one lucky young buck,” Uncle Harry said as he 
escorted Tim home. ‘Mary Clair saw you and Tony sneaking off in the 
direction of the theater. Your ma was shut up all day cookin’ her brew. 
Your sis couldn’t stand not havin’ someone to tattle to, so went runnin’ 
to Bridget, and she sent me to fetch you.” 

He deposited a chastened Tim at the front stoop. “It’s a good 
thing for you that Mary Clair told. If the regular on that beat had 
gotten ahold of you two, there would have been hell to pay!” He turned 
back to shake a burly fist at Tim. "Keep yer nose clean, lad, and stay 
out of Minsky’s balcony.” 

Tim entered the apartment and was greeted with a stony look 
from his mother. “Yer Dad will deal with you later, ya can be sure of 
that,” she hissed. “Will ya not learn to stay away from them dirty 
wops!” 

Mary Clair came out of the kitchen and smirked as she passed 
him in the hall. Tim stumbled into his bedroom and closed the door 
firmly. He ground his fists in his eyes to stop the angry tears. Hearing 
Ma refer to his friend in such vulgar terms was sometimes more than he 
could bear. Only love and loyalty, tinged with a little fear, kept him 
silent. 

He sat down on the wooden trunk under his window and 
looked out across the hot, dusty street. Through the noise and commo- 
tion, the sweet voice he had heard earlier still sang in his mind. He 
began to smile. As soon as Dad delivered the obligatory “talk”, Tim 
would tell him all about the afternoon’s events and they would chuckle 
softly together. 
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Our Little Sweetheart Rae Marie Zimmerling 


Listening to old women, 
I sat outside their 
circle of talk in 
the butterscotch light 
old window shades make 
of Summer. 
“Yes, musical chairs, 
remember those games?” 
“And picking potatoes...they spread the manure 
with their hands.” 
“It was a cruel world —” 
Old widows, 
old photos, 
old rooms — 
“Oh yes...the little dead brother in a 
casket, 
nine or ten, 
and someone had written on the back, 
‘Our Little Sweetheart.’” 
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Granddaughter talks in the warm cafe Anne Klinger 


Through the steamy windows of the warm cafe, 
I watch the storm-swollen street gutters, 
my hands cupped protectively around my tea mug. 


Torrents of rain have torn loose 
pieces of my life. 


A dead leaf, its veins prominent as in my Grandmother’s hands, 
floats by, submerges, rises, and disappears, 
taking with it my unknown and now unknowable heritage. 


Grandmother, what would you have told me, 

if we could have talked? 

Would you have turned your hand palm-upward and shown me 
your ancient country? 

Taught me the soft vowels of your muscular, guttural speech? 


First born of the family in this new land, 

knowing my future but not my past, 

I sit in this cafe, 

surrounded by streaming raincoats, rubbers, and dripping umbrellas, 
and wonder, Grandmother, 

what would you have told me if we could have talked? 
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Gorge Susan Holway 


Light fingers the dawn awake 
cardboard cutouts of mountains 
flange pink salmon 

leading upstream East 

to the saddle of the Gorge. 


Indians balancing here 

once sold Dad salmon, young 

men balancing on tiers 

and poles hanging over the water. 
“Did you pack your bathing suit?” 
Dad always asked. “It’s going to be 
hot.” Hard to imagine hot 

home at the beach by the cannery 

in a foggy Nor’ wester 

water in the bay finally up to 68. 


Earlier, much earlier, 

Mother’s family came down the Gorge 
on their way to Oregon 

Hard to pack up 

and decide to go 

but once set in motion 

Grandpa thought, 

“Why stay back here 

with the granddaughters gone 

where I’ll never see them again?” 
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He set off in the wagon 

with the rest 

making it all the way 

past La Grande 

before giving up the ghost 
maybe flu, cholera, or a chill— 
he died in the desert 

(enough to discourage anyone, 
the blazing sun, uncertain natives) 
After they buried him 

by the Umatilla river 

in an unmarked grave 


they headed West, 
rafting cattle 
down the Gorge. 


Some came by the Barlow Trail 
others by raft— 

we had some of each, 

Mother explains. 


Years later, springtime, 
cooped up in Portland, 
uring of the urban shuffle, 

I set off up I-80 

with Ouzel the dog 

over the Bridge of the Gods 
to give in to cerise 

and tawny wild 

flowers covering the bare 
dirt like a lover alive 

with warm bees and breeze. 
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At Maryhill, historical displays 

wrung dry, I fade into the shaded grounds 
peacocks marching proudly past 

then screaming in shock 

at seeing the dog 

lying watchful beside me 

in the tall grass waving. 


And the sunshine lulls, 
wiping out city nerves 
warming bones 

shade trees filtering 
the hot light off 

castle stones guarding 
the river strip 

flashing silver. 


In feverish dreams of drums 
a young Indian woman comes 
tanned legs dancing 

fringed leather flying, 

my daydream springing alive 
on the cliff’s edge 

downriver from Umatilla. 
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A&P Nancy Hoffman 


Cora as windchime; his pointer knocking gently 
on her vertebrae. 
“Look at the multi-neuron pathway here. 
Study this fasciculus gracilis there. 
Understand the cord extends from cortex to dorsal horn. 
Are these fused disks?” 


Wooden echoes of clothespins in the wind. 
Mom? Is that you? Naked, unjarred 
specimen, you have eternal fame. 

Studied, touched, even caressed 

with a closeness once resisted. 


You, who living, sought preservation in alcohol, 
Whose arms never held me 

Whose laughter echoed in bars 

Whose love dried on windblown sheets. 


Have you found it, Mother? 
Does that grin mean you’re happy now? 
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Autopsy Drew Pisarra 


The liver was yellow, 
the lungs were black, 
three teeth were gold, 
the heart was slack, 

a bone was chipped, 
both eyes were closed 
and sunken in sockets 
as deep as those 

of a sundried groin 

in the sky blue sky 

of a painting by Georgia 
O'Keeffe. 


The muscles were stiff, 
the nails were pared, 
the lips were cracked, 
one nostril flared, 

the wound had healed 
on the side of the head 
despite the subject’s 
being dead 

so the toe was tagged, 
the body bagged like 
garbage or grocery or 
autumn leaf. 
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Working on it Anne Splane Phillips 


It could be my childhood — that catches 

a peg in my mind and hangs up there — till 
I take it down, try it on and it fits, 
sometimes and then I wear it for a while, 
take a walk in it, then I come back home and 
pat the familiar pockets to see what I have 
left hidden there, and empty or leave it 

for next time — 

Come, take a walk in a sweater with me and 
feel the shoulders take you in and hold 

you warm against the day that is cold 

to the naked eye that sees through the steam 
of rhetoric coming up everywhere over 
coffee cups, out of newsstands, and your 
own mouth and that of your friends and try 
to find the truth — pierce through 

the stream of particles of ideas to make a 
whole image that’s worth seeing and so 
obvious when you piece it all together, 

and you look — 

and shrug the sweater off, and 

you are through and hang it back on 

the peg, and I will carry you in my heart 
and in my sweater pocket, and you can put 
me on anytime, until you are the sweater 
hanging on the door for someone else 

to put on. 
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Sister Dian Greenwood 


Earlier tonight, I walked along the Bay. A young girl, her black 
hair bobbed and swinging free, strolled with a weary, balding man 
pretending to be her father. She picked at the violet air as if trying to 
pluck the skaters passing by. “I will be good, I will be good,” she 
pleaded to no one in particular. The man reached for her hands as if to 
pull her back inside herself. 

She remained with me when I crossed the bridge, when I caught 
a half moon in the water beneath the seaweed’s vulgar tendrils. My 
sister’s face stared back at me, an alabaster sadness, her eyes pleading to 
be chosen like those days in high school when I would pass her where 
she ate alone on the grass, her circular skirt a shield as it spread around 
her, the slender pony tail a flag begging to be noticed. Yet, I would turn 
away, smiling towards my new friends. Abandoned to strangers, she 
lives behind bars on the windows of neglect, her face punctuated by the 
colorless air, her look broadcasting the resentment that I survived our 
family. 

I am guilty for matching flour sack dresses with grape-colored 
piping, for my mother lingering late at the back door with a Stetson- 
hatted stranger, for my sister’s crinolines buried beneath the bed with the 
dust balls of accumulated sadness, for the old family photographs, tom 
and stuck together with taffy from World War II when fathers were 
invisible. Mama placed the photos in a box I keep misplacing with each 
successive move, like the Japanese teapot lid I glue again and again 
because I refuse to remember Daddy has been dead all these years. 

This is the scar I wear. January dreams that shrink into lavender 
shadows, the obscene chrysanthemum at college football games 
followed by pubs shrouded in mahogany wainscoting, pipe smoke and 
dark ale parading entitlement. A youth once lived in cashmere light. 

I wonder about other women who lay in darkness and moum 
the sins of their children, who lie beside their husbands and dream of the 
lover whose brown hands cursed the boundaries of their naked bodies, 
who cut their arms to relieve the pain. Women who are afraid to sleep 
and terrified of waking. Who count the hours of their aborted youth. I 
am one of those women. 

The membrane between what I feel and what I live is too brittle. 
I want to crawl into the sometimes fatal silence and hibernate like Mama. 
To die again and again to the soft suede of pretense, of surviving the 
treacheries of the mundane, of being someone whose face I will never 
recognize. I am orphaned by longing for laughter, for a touch of 
reassurance when a stranger brushes against my arm. 
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The House at Starlight Lake Nancy Nowak 


A blue sign: The name, in a circlet of stars, 
gleams silver in our headlights. 

This is the way. 

Pine boughs spread their dark fans 

behind us. 


Here’s a lake; the promised stars are all 

in grains of barleyed snow. 

A light for us newcomers bums 

from the porch. The sofa’s in shadow, but I know 
that dance, the fabric’s plumed minuet, 

and how behind its back 

an unplayed mandolin leans, sentimental 

harvest moon. 


The wind sounds like Neah Bay - - 

the teeth of it, where you and your father 
fished in his reckless boat. 

And the candles on our table: 

How the tremulous flames draw us 
closer, as if bidden. 

Even the knuckle of butter 

melting on homemade bread 


is a trap. Upstairs, we'd find arias 
on wax cylinders, a whole library 
in Esperanto, and a telescope tilted 
toward the rafters, yet 

no one singing, no trained 

eye. We won’t linger past 


coffee. See, a bowl of apricot jam. 
He used that spoon. Her scarf 
fell to the floor. And that absence 
our shadows made, over the snow. 
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Heir Nancy Nowak 


The key jams the lock, resists trespass 
a moment as you adjust 
for each room of his 
departure. Could he have finished 
reading that whole wall? Everything, shambled 
basket of crackers, Brie 
bleeding on a plate, flute 
of stilled wine, is 
as he left it. What am I to do 
with these? 
Wash down the crusted blade 
So it gleams again; redress 
the palette of sweaters he wrenched 
into hectic shapes and tossed on the floor; 
invent an order 
for each next windfall 
of playbills or canceled checks. Each 5 a.m. 


Tuled by his instructions 

his service will drill you awake 

and you must listen as the operator calls you 

by his name. Through the mail slot 

slide further considerations, ways 

you could have tried - - 

one day, an unretouched photo of the Sacred Heart 
outlined in a glacier, the next, an unsigned note: 
Buy dolomite. Suppose you could 

make of him 

one demand: Explain suffering. 

On a picture postcard of a boat 

overturned on the sand 


what could he scrawl 


and send but what he had left, his 
pain, nothing of your own. 
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Find Me Nancy Nowak 


I never led the way 

when, barefoot, my sisters and I would find 
a path through the stream, footholds 
covered with moss and slick mud 

as treacherous as flesh, 


but I never turned back. There was 

something always wished-for on the far bank, one tree 
taken with sunlight - - and if 

I follow anything now 


it is not you, but that companion, 
desire. I tell you 
it can change: not love 


into hate, but what I felt 

the day I watched an old lover 

driving me nowhere 

flick on the car radio, 

point through the windshield at a sodden barn, 
all out of kindness 


and I wondered, 
did I really weep for those hands? 


How can I wait 

for you? I saw the women 

in the portrait gallery, we saw them: 

Not one moved. Each painting was the same - - 
a book drooped from her hand, 

another trailed her fingers in the water 

without touching the lilies, always 

the teapot was too heavy to lift, 
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the gaze each turned 
toward us as heavy 
with what the artist thought 


must be yearning. Don’t imagine 
I look toward 
where you once stood. Still your love 


is the kind I'd give myself, 
it knows the way 


to find me, the aria 

that makes a ludicrous story 

almost beautiful, when nothing more 
can be explained. 
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Smile Thief Paul Barrett 


Silence, 

Eyes closed. 

I see her rising, 
Stretching, yawning 
Like a cat. 


Then to water, washing 
Sandman’s tracks away. 


Loose in rumpled white. 
Night-warm, relaxed aureoles 
Tightening in the chill. 


While over reddening metal coils 
The coffee water boils, and steam 
And morning flow relief 

And brushing, brushing, 
Graceful, whispering strokes. 


A helpless wraith, I watch 

In awe her daily morning dance 
As vainly hushed and 

Lightly scolded pups 

Trot out to sniff and pee. 


And in the mirror, tiny lines 
That vanish when she smiles. 


I quickly move inside the glass, 
Pretending that the smile’s for me. 
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Who are you, callous grin? Tracy K. Bergerson 


and my whole life 
he has been following, 
the same man 


and I can see him 

thick sandy hair 

hiding around the corner 

in the hallway 

of my home 

with a gun, with a knife, grinning 
once with repeated blows 
bare hands 

in a rock quarry, 

where my heart’s screaming 
gave way to my solace 

even in my best hiding place 


and I cannot bring my hand 
to CLENCH A FIST 

or my mouth 

to shriek, 

we have been very close 
he, where it stops, and I 
before my voice 

of the other world 

pulled me back to the living 
cold sweat 


and I look for him in daylight 
walking across the street 

at a carnival 

in parking lots, 

but he seeks me nights 

when I can’t 

when I Let Him 

find and track me 

because I must see 

fight him away 
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and once I thought I found him 
but he didn’t recognize me 
walking on 

away with my courage, 

and I am weary, 

of all men 

whose hair falls 

in their eyes. 


Potting Roses Polly Buckingham 


Roses: lavender Angel Face 
and pink Peace, 

this glow called color 
appears on a Clear 

morning, and I wonder 
about squeezes and wings. 


"Angel," you said, and you 
squeezed the emptiness out of me. 
"You'll have to let it go." 


I suppose this is the peace 

after a summer rain 

when mist rises above the roses 
and the white faces 

of angels dissipate. 
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untitled Candis Stewart 


while skin blisters 
below it frost forms 
and slush circulates 


lying in the snow 
I writhe 

and suck on fire 
you laugh, 

I scream 


I hear a bee fly by 

and turn over in the grass 
I open my eyes 

and you’re staring at me 


I look away 

and when I look back 
you pick a huge spider 
out of the grass 

and put it down my shirt 


it starts biting me 

you lean over 

and kiss my twisting mouth 
and push me back into the grass 
holding my wrists 


you forget the spider, 


crushing it with your chest 
and I start to cry 
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The Trauma of the Eye Polly Buckingham 


The time it takes to see 
is shocking and slow. 
The soft eye notices 
only what is known now. 


In terms of charm 

it's one thing now 

and quite another when time 
rolls its eye backward. 


And luck comes in particles 
smaller than dust, 

and luck scratches 

the dull eye. 





SULtdpe enc rueewn eve Cael Bas 
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Septinauts Paul Barrett 


My poems, 

these tiny, 

methane bubble-coated 
semi-solids, rising 

to the top, creating 

little ripples, scant disruption, 


Gently bobbing in the 
moment’s dissipation... 
Minuscule explosions, 
Breaking shiny, unseen 
spheres, degrading buoyancy, 
descent and rest... 


...and now another. 
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Pre-dawn Distance Lani Johnson 


shadow on fog 
loping tall 

wraith self 
graceform of dreams 
skimming erect 

veils at face 

cloud at foot 


no color but 


early fog 

no sound but 
breath misting 
hair slapping 


I run alone 
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Winter Anita Mumford 


Du kommst wieder. 
Fiir eine Weile wirst du uns begleiten. 


Mit deinen klammen H&nden 
uns iiber den Ricken streichen, 
so daB wir frésteln. 


Deinen eisigen Atem 
uns ins Antlitz hauchen, 
so daB uns die Augen tranen. 


Und mit deinem weiBen, weichen Kérper 
uns umtanzen and erdriicken, 
so daB wir uns vorsichtig in unsere Hauser zuriickziehen. 


Doch deine Art, 

egal ob unaufdringlich feuchte Kiihle 
oder schneidend trockene KAlte, 
L&Bt uns Zeit zur Selbstbesinnung. 
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Rowing the Air Nancy Nowak 


Though I learn 
the dust-green trees bear 
seckel pears, what do I call 


the stalks of purple 
that overrun the gully? Even if I knew 


wild phlox, there is still a whole garden 
I can’t name, while the two of them 
plant and name. 


With the confidence of a surveyor, a crow 
hem-sttches the edge of my parents’ lawn. Another 
picks through the rutted graze across the road 


where a farmer separates the half-grown calves 
from his herd. 


When that bird - - they tell me 
great blue heron - - flies low over their roof, 
I think she rows the air 


home, because they’ve made the light 
we sit just beyond 
their home. I see them now, 


but less clearly as the sky darkens; they are 
shades of grey diffusing, 


until I become her face, and his. 
I follow their voices. Memory does this: 


The soonest is easily forgotten 
but what was loved, and 
what is still to be understood, remain. 


At night the moon 

is a hoop bare of knotted flowers. 
Across the way cows call, 

call for what they’ ve lost, 

all the night long. 
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